
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THREE POEMS 
charmian's song 

I'm, glad I have but a little heart — 

For my heart is very small: 
It makes it free to come and go, 

And no one cares at all. 

I give my heart for a tender look, 

For a gentle word or touch; 
And the one who has it never knows, 

And it does not hurt me much. 

If my heart were great and I gave it away, 

Then all the world would see; 
But my heart is only a little thing 

And it does not trouble me. 

I may give my little heart unseen, 

It is so small and light; 
And only very wakeful things 

Can hear it cry at night. 

FOR ALL LADIES OF SHALOTT 

The web flew out and floated wide: 
Poor lady! — I was with her then. 

She gathered up her piteous pride, 
But she could never weave again. 
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The mirror cracked from side to side; 

I saw its silver shadows go: 
"The curse has come on me!" she cried. 

Poor lady! — I had told her so. 

She was so proud, she would not hide; 

She only laughed and tried to sing. 
But singing in her song she died ; 

She did not profit anything. 



THE HEART KNOWETH ITS OWN BITTERNESS 

The heart knoweth? If this be true indeed, 

Then the thing that I bear in my bosom is not a heart, 

For it knows no more than a hollow, whispering reed 
That answers to every wind. 
I am sick of the thing. I think we had better part. 

My heart would come to any piper's calling — 

A fool in motley that dances for any king; 
But my body knows, and its tears unbidden falling 
Say that my heart has sinned. 
You would have my heart? You may. I am sick of 
the thing. 
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